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Inspiration for Life 


Blessed Self, 
In a previous tale, you heard a short conversation between 
Swami Niranjan and me, and our hints for leading a healthy, 
happy and harmonious life (see Satyam Tale 47, A Prayer to 
Sri Ganesha - Ed). Today | want to take you on a long journey 
and into high regions of beauty and bliss. Swami Niranjan’s 
gurus walked the same path, not only in the lofty spiritual 
dimension, but also on avery ų 
physical path over stones, 
snow and ice to me and 
my parents’ divine abode, 
the sacred Mount Kailash. 
There they experienced in 
their own way the awe and 
overwhelming presence of 
the divine which guided them 
on every step and remained 
with them throughout life. 
Let me begin with Swami 
Sivananda and describe his 
experience in his own words: 


Call of Mount Kailash 


The spiritual benefit of a 
tirtha-yatra always depends 


entirely upon the heart’s faith. Faith is the life-breath of 
the spirit in man. No spiritual endeavour can be fruitful 
without it. With it, no spiritual achievement is impossible. 
The test of this faith is what you are after you return from 
the pilgrimage. If, after the pilgrimage, you prove that 


you have been filled with the spiritual vibrations of the 
sublime atmosphere you have sojourned in, and if you live 
a life of righteousness, devotion, truth, love and purity, the 
pilgrimage has served its supreme purpose. Some pilgrims 
do rise to such spiritual heights, though their number 
may be small, and though they may not advertise their 
achievements. 

In the early years of my sadhana at Rishikesh, I 
decided to see Kailash. On 12th June 1931, I started on 
a pilgrimage to that sacred place with His Holiness Sri 
Swami Adwaitanandaji, Sri Swami Swayam Jyoti Maharaj, 
Sri Brahmachari Yogananda, Her Highness Maharani 
Sahiba Surat Kumari Devi, O.B.E., Singhahi State, and Sri 
Kedarnath, her secretary. 

The Kailash hills in Tibet are a huge range with a central, 
beautiful, naturally carved and decorated shining peak, 
eternally clad with silvery snow. This particular peak, Mount 
Kailash, is in the form of a natural, huge Shivalingam. There 
is neither a temple nor a poojari nor a daily pooja. 


The Shivalingam is a symbol of Shiva. When looking at 
the lingam, the mind is at once elevated and you begin to 
think of God. Shiva is really formless. He has no form of his 
own and yet all forms are his forms. All forms are pervaded 
by Shiva. The Shivalingam speaks in the unmistakable 


language of silence: Ekameva Advitiyam - I am one without 
a second. The lingam is the vishwaroopa or God’s form of 
the universe. The lingam is only the outward symbol of the 
formless Shiva, who is the indivisible, all-pervading, eternal, 
auspicious, ever-pure, immortal essence of this vast universe, 
who is the undying soul seated in the chambers of the heart, 
who is the indweller, the innermost Self or Atman, and who 
is identical with the supreme Brahman. 

Of all yatras, the Kailash trip is the most difficult. The 
Kailash peak where the Indus has its origin is a picturesque 
soul-stirring scenery. The Indus gushes out as a small 
streamlet through blocks of ice from behind the back portion 
of Kailash peak, although pictures of Shiva show the Ganga 
flowing from his head. 

These pictures of Shiva have great symbolic meaning. 
Shiva is the lord of ascetics and lord of yogis. The trishula or 
trident held in his right hand represents the three gunas: 
sattwa, rajas and tamas through which he rules the world. 
The damaru in his left hand represents Om from which all 
languages are formed. The wearing of the crescent moon 
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on his head indicates that he has controlled the mind 


perfectly. The flow of the Ganga represents the nectar of 
immortality. The elephant represents pride. Wearing the 
skin of the elephant shows that he has controlled pride. 
His sitting on the tiger’s skin means that he has conquered 
lust. His holding a deer in one hand indicates that he has 
removed the chanchalata, the tossing, of the mind. Deer 
jump from one place to another swiftly like the mind which 
jumps from one object to another. The serpents around the 
neck represent wisdom and eternity. Thus every item in the 
pictures has a meaning and helps to explain Shiva. 
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It is so clear and simple, isn’t it? This pilgrim knew how to share 
his vast knowledge with laypeople. He knew their language, 
their needs. He could explain both matters of day-to-day 
affairs and spiritual truths of great depth so that people felt 
inspired, encouraged and guided to live the ‘divine life’. That 
was his only concern - to help everyone live a more peaceful, 
happy and contented life, a divine life, right here and now. His 
guidance and instructions were simple: Do this and don’t do 
that. Do asana, pranayama, japa and don’t gossip. Be kind, be 
charitable and don’t harm anyone. Speak the truth and don’t 
be lazy. Directness, simplicity and clarity had the sole purpose 
of inspiring people to march forward to a better, a divine life. 
Now please read on. 


We all had a dip in Lake Mansarovar and went around 
Mount Kailash. I walked the whole distance. The per- 
ambulation around Kailash covers thirty miles and takes 
three days. On the way comes the famous and sacred 
Gaurikund which is eternally covered with snow. One has to 
break the snow when one takes a bath. There is no place on 
all this fair Earth which can be compared with Kailash for the 
marvellous beauty of the everlasting snows. 


I followed the call of Mount Kailash and the call of 
Shiva who showed me how to merge with him and become 
myself or rather my Self. The name of Shiva chanted in 
any way, correctly or incorrectly, knowingly or unknowingly, 
carefully or carelessly, will always give the desired result. 
The glory of Shiva’s name cannot be established through 
reasoning and intellect. It can be realized only through 
devotion, faith and constant repetition. Shiva is the only 
reality of the universe. Shiva is infinite consciousness. 
Shiva is the subject and the object, the experiencer and the 
experienced. When the mind thinks of Shiva, it assumes the 
form of Shiva. One who entertains thoughts of divinity is 
transformed into the divinity. When one sings the hymns of 


Shiva, one is in tune with Shiva. The individual mind melts 
in the cosmic mind. I pray that all may dance in ecstasy in 
tune with Lord Shiva, merge in him and enjoy Sivananda, 
the final beatitude of life! 

With these sublime feelings, I concluded the yatra. The 
total distance from Almora to Kailash is about two hundred 
and thirty miles. In two months one can easily visit the 
place and return. On 22nd August, our party returned to 
Almora. 


Arriving in Almora, did Swami Sivananda know that this 
small town was the home of a special eight-year-old boy, 
Dharmendra, and that this small boy was to become Satyam, 
his foremost disciple? Well, all we know is that when they 
met, the world would not be the same anymore. And believe 
me, | do not exaggerate, for what they gave changed and is 
still changing the lives of millions of people; but let’s go back 
to the mountains. Satyam too heard and followed the same 
call of Mount Kailash and set out to have his own experience. 
Please read on as Satyam tells us of his inspiring yatra to the 
fabled mountain: 


Sri Kailash - a part of my consciousness 

In Badrinath I met several sannyasins who were headed 
in the direction of Kailash, and we decided to make 
the journey together. On the Ist of June, we set out for 
Thholinga, the first important place en route to Kailash. 
We could only cover a few miles per day, but still we went 
on and on, crossing mountain after mountain. We had very 
little supplies with us and accepted bhiksha, mostly flour of 
roasted grains or a few potatoes, when they were offered. 
The nights we passed in small villages, if possible, and 
otherwise in caves or sometimes even out in the open when 
no other accommodation presented itself. 


Reading this, | shiver and shake despite my chubby layers, as 
| can hear the howling of the icy cold wind, my bones ache 
from lying on the bare hard rock of the cave, and to be honest, 
my stomach is rumbling for want of food. But our young 
sannyasin was of a different mettle. He learnt early the lessons, 
the glory and beauty of tapas. His whole life was a process of 
tapasya, purification. He dedicated his tapas to his Guru, to the 
mandate given by his Guru, to the world and to the perfection 
of sannyasa through nine years of panchagni sadhana. Every 
step on the journey was an act of tapas, of freeing the inherent, 
innate gold from the covering of dross and impurities. There 
in the cold nights up in the Himalayas the seed was sown, the 
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understanding that tapas is part of sannyasa and would lead to 
the ultimate of vairagya. We know that this young sannyasin 
did attain his goal for we know of his life and mahasamadhi - 
his conscious, wilful departure. Having secured his return 
ticket, nothing could stop him from leaving the body, his 1923 
model, in the most perfect, the most accomplished manner. So 
we know for certain that for him hardship and struggle had a 
definite purpose. 


We were moving slowly towards Mana Pass, the route used by 
the ancient pilgrims on their journey to Kailash. This pass, 
being 18,000 feet high and covered in snow the year round, 
is extremely difficult to negotiate. Fortunately, we made the 
ascent without any problems, and at the top we rested for 
a short time at the edge of a celestial lake, the beauty of 
which exalted our hearts and filled our bodies with renewed 
strength. From here the descent begins. 

We descended quickly and reached the plain on the other 
side of the pass shortly past nightfall. After a day of rest, we 
began our journey along the Tibetan plateau. We passed 
by the memorial hoof prints left in the rock by the horses 
of Rama and Lakshman as they passed through to Kailash 
along this same route. Now the way was much easier and we 
arrived at Thholingamatam in a few days. 

Thirty miles from Thholingamatam is the village of 
Dappa. It has a Buddhist temple and monastery and 
nearby is a marketing place. Fifty-five miles from Dappa is 
Gyanimamandi, the most famous trading centre in western 
Tibet. The route from Dappa to Gyanimamandi is infested 
with highwaymen and most travellers move along it in great 
fear and trepidation. Being poor mendicants, however, we 
had nothing to worry about on this account. Within a few 
days, having forded several rivers and crossed extensive 
plains, we arrived in Gyanimamandi. During the summer 
season this centre is very active, wool and other local goods 
in plenty being bartered for food and clothing which are 
scarce. After a brief rest we continued our journey. 
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Satyam was never blind to the world. No, he knew of the lives 
of people wherever he went, their needs, pains and joys, their 
hopes and aspirations. While walking towards the height of 
snow-capped Kailash and his own spiritual attainment, he was 
aware of the reality of people and their everyday lives. At this 
young age, he knew that the bird only flies if the two wings of 
spiritual and material life are well balanced. That understanding 
became so ingrained that his teaching was always inclusive 
and addressed to aspirants of all castes and creeds. Rich and 
poor, young and old, those behind prison bars and those in 
the barren cells of a cloister made no difference to him for he 
saw the divine spark in all. His deep desire was to make others 
see it as well. Later in life, his care and concern was for the 
loadbearers of society, ignored and neglected by all. He called 
out to people, shook their hardened hearts and asked them to 
look after the downtrodden wherever they were. 
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Mount Kailash is only forty miles northeast of Gyanima- 
mandi, and all along the way we had many glimpses of it. In 
three days we came to the village of Darchan in the Kailash 
valley. From here we beheld Sri Kailash, fabled home of 
Shiva and Shakti. In the scriptures Kailash is known as 
Mount Meru, the centre or backbone of the earth, and I 
could see why. 

Shiva is omnipotent, impersonal and inactive. He is pure 
consciousness, an embodiment of bliss and knowledge, yet 
he also appears in the form of a man with a life of pleasure 
and pain. If this point is always remembered, dualism 
and hatred, jealousy and pride will vanish. Every human 
function must be considered as worship. Answering calls of 
nature, talking, eating, walking, seeing and hearing become 
worship of God if the right attitude is developed. It is Shiva 
who works in and through man. Where then is egoism 
and individuality? Human actions are divine actions. One 
universal life throbs in the heart of all, sees in the eyes of 
all, works in the hands of all and hears in the ears of all. 
What magnanimous experience it is, if you can feel THIS by 
crushing the little ‘T’. 
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Crushing this little ‘I’, he later explained, had to become part 
of life and the true qualification for evolving into our nature 
of Satyam, Shivam, Sundaram. First young Satyam underwent 
himself many operations of egodectomy at Swami Sivananda’s 
ashram in Rishikesh. They were so painful and humiliating, yet 
with time he would laugh at the incidents and acknowledge 
with gratitude the Guru’s insight and wisdom. Later he would 
perform the same operation on his disciples the world over and 
with the same understanding that as long as there is this little 
‘I’, no progress on the spiritual path is possible. In his practical 
way, he gave guidance, when he said that the ego was like a 
hard shell. The best way to reduce the power of the ego was 
to integrate duties and work in the world with meditation, and 
above all to sing kirtan - for music has so much power that 
it can free the ego. All the teachings he gave to people were 
guidelines on how to kill the ego, the not so little ‘I’. The yatra 
was another step on his journey of facing the ego. 


The most important part of the pilgrimage to Kailash 
is the thirty-mile parikrama around the base. It is 
traditionally believed that those who are able to complete 
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the circumambulation of this holy peak have fulfilled the 
purpose of human existence. After a day of rest at Darchan, 
we began our parikrama. On all four sides of Kailash are 
situated four Buddhist monasteries where Tibetan monks 
live a meditative life. We passed the first night in one of 
these monasteries and the next day we crossed the Dolma 
Pass which is 19,000 feet high. Here is the divine lake of 
Gaurikunda where the goddess Parvati is said to bathe. From 
Dolma Pass we descended to Darchan. 

We passed several more days in the Kailash valley before 
setting out for Lake Mansarovar. The beauty and holiness of 
this lake which are well described in the scriptures continue 
to attract pilgrims from all over the world. It is surrounded 
on all sides by black granite mountains whose peaks glisten 
with snow. 

Mansarovar is a big, beautiful lake, with swans or ducks, 
water the colour of crystal and Mount Kailash reflecting on 
it. When there is no wind everything is clear; you need not 
see Kailash, you can see the reflection. One who goes there 
can feel clearly that there is someone watching, an invisible 
presence, which is absolute. You feel an invisible presence, 
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though you know that there is nobody there. It seems the 
whole place is filled up with a divine presence. You know 
very well that there is nobody there but this is the feeling. 
You never feel that you are in a desolate region. 

There is no temple there. There is no truck, there is 
no sign of living habitation. There is no priest, there is no 
chanting, no prayers, no carols, total silence. I think since 
eternity it has been silent there. You have nothing to do 
there, just sit down and close your eyes, like a god. 

I was the only soul present on that day. Myself and my 
pony and one Tibetan guide, that’s all the life there was. After 
bathing in the lake we sat in contemplation for several hours, 
inspired by its tranquil beauty and spiritual vibrations. I 
wanted to know what I should do. But by the time I wanted to 
decide what I should do, my mind got jammed and stopped. 
When the mind stopped a picture arose in my vision. That 
was the picture of Shiva seated at the top of the mount in 
padmasana, all the tigers came and the crescent moon was 
on the right side of his head. Cobras were hissing around his 
neck and arms. The whole body was beautifully smeared with 
the ashes of the burial ground, eyes closed, even the third eye 
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was closed. I thought that I saw him for hours together, but in 
fact this must have been momentary like lightning. 

This was anubhava which means to become. When you 
close your eyes and you begin to see a rose, it means that the 
mind has transformed itself into a rose. Unless your mind 
becomes a rose, you cannot see a rose. Perception cannot 
take place unless the mind transforms itself into the object. 
In English this is called an experience, a state of becoming. 
This experience came to me because I could get into the 
unity and essence of creation. This unity of creation is not an 
intellectual concept, it is a happening and it happens when 
you keep yourself in certain congenial circumstances. 

From Lake Mansarovar, we decided to return to 
Rishikesh. Every step took us farther and farther from the 
profound peace, grandeur and holiness of tapobhumi, the 
sacred peaks where sages, rishis and saints live an austere 
life immersed in perpetual meditation on the supreme. We 
made the return journey, some two hundred and fifty miles, 
in about two weeks, and soon we were back in Rishikesh. 

The spectacular vision of Sri Kailash, rising straight 
up into the air, its snowy peak gleaming in the sun like a 
silver diadem, has ever remained with me, as a part of my 
consciousness, even to this day. 


Sivam and Satyam have shared their wonder-filled yatras to 
the sacred home of my parents, Shiva and Parvati. Maybe you 
too have travelled to Mount Kailash and through their stories 
revisited your own memories and experiences. If you plan to 
visit Mount Kailash in future, then these stories will prepare 
you for the extraordinary journey ahead. Or maybe you have 
a feeling that in this lifetime you will not be able to go on this 
yatra. Worry not, for living the ‘divine life’ is possible here and 
now, wherever you are, whatever you do. You may ask, ‘What 
about the darshan of the divine?’ You need not go anywhere, 
just learn to see the way the Masters see. You want to know 
how? Satyam knows clearly: 


There is no need to search. There is no need to go to 
England, America, Germany or Japan to see the sun. You 
can see the sun here if you aren’t blind, and if you can’t see 
the sun then have your eyes corrected. How? Go and look for 
God in destitution, hunger and starvation. Go to those houses 
where there are no hearths. God is here and now among 
human beings. It is written in the scriptures that this whole 
world is pervaded by God. So God is here. He is here where 
you are. God is everywhere. He does not have to be pulled 
from somewhere else. The scriptures say that God exists in 
every particle, there is no place where He is not present. 
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Blessed Self, 

Initially | wanted to share yatra stories with you, yet it seems 
| may have taken you a little bit beyond the heights of Mount 
Kailash and the shores of Mansarovar. | have taken you back 
to your own home and heart. Walking in the footsteps of 
the Masters does not mean rushing off to the snow-covered 
Himalayas. No, it means that you live their teachings. You can 
follow in the Masters’ footsteps by making every day a yatra 
and every place a tirtha. Let your home become Mount Kailash, 
u workplace a Vrindavan, your neighbourhood a.Chitrakoot 

nd you will see God in all of creation. 
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